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But the war that had been snuffed out in Melilla was to
flare up again in the western zone. On the 18th of February,
1913, General Alfau left Ceuta at the head of a column of
2^00 men, and arrived at Tetuan without firing a single
shot. They were received with demonstrations of sympathy
on the part of the populace.
This city of the Moors., which once again became Spain's,
awakened the interest of the curious. The novels of Alarcon
were dusted, and the names of O'Donnell and Prim were
recalled. People spoke of the picturesque beauty of Tetuan^
the enchantment of its various quarters, the clamour of its
market places, the secret of its mosques, the labyrinth of its
narrow streets, with their trade of brilliant textiles, em-
broidered slippers, perfumes and hammered metalware,
damascene scimitars, amber and sandalwood, and the sen-
sual effeminacy of its inhabitants, the chants of the muezzin,
calling the people to prayer, its courtyards of blue and of
red ochre, and its mournful music. Through the painful
narratives of endless fighting and through the calcine, sandy
vistas of Melilla, the city of Tetuan was a jewel which
Africa offered as a compensation and a gift for the sacrifices
of Spain,
But the satisfaction brought by the event was of short
duration. The multitudes that surrounded the city were not
willing to allow the Spaniards to enjoy the fruits of their
conquest in peace. They were restless. In the outskirts3
attacks became more frequent, and Tetuan was forced to
enclose itself in a corset of breastworks. In order to relieve
the city of that burden, Laucien, a city six miles distant, was
occupied, but the situation was unchanged. Every convoy
which was sent to the new position meant a battle.
In June of 1914 matters became worse, and the Regulars
were obliged to depart hurriedly to the western zone. They
went on foot from the encampment to Melilla in a hellish